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room in a chateau, or a club smoking-room where a
few hours before dinner-time the same habitues
gather daily for a friendly chat.
Between the shooting trophies, tiger-skins and
antelope heads adorning the upper portion of the
walls, and the velvet backs of the wall-sofas running
round the room, was hung a series of photographic
nudes, groups of women or single forms divine. In
poses agreeable to the aesthetic tastes of 1900, or
thereabouts, showing to advantage their wasp-
waists, hair embossed in chignons, and opulent up-
standing breasts, they leaned on broken columns, a
little ringer pertiy up in air. Devoid alike of art and
sex-appeal, these insipid masterpieces were mounted
in gilded frames of the Louis-Philippe period. In
the billiard-room alone I counted no less than
twenty-seven such photographs, many of them
coloured.
I very soon discovered that all the apartments in
the palace, not to mention the avenues in the parks
and gardens, proliferated nudity in the guise of
photographs or pictures, of statuettes and statues.
One day in a small ante-room where the function-
aries in attendance spend their mornings, I came on
two small bronzes ; one of them depicted a reaper,
the other a miner at work. I heaved a sigh of
relief. Here at last were statues neither feminine
nor nude ! Unfortunately, fingering one of the
bronzes, I chanced to touch the wheat-sheaf in the
bronze entitled " Harvest Home," and discovered
that it moved. It was, in fact, a lid ; under the
sheaf the reaper was picking up nestled the little
ivory figure of a naked girl. And need I add that
on examining " A Wonderful Discovery" I un-
earthed under the rock the miner was about to prise
apart another naked woman sitting on the ground ?

